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The Loss of a Voice 


Author's Notes: 
This is kinda based off that thing that happened during the recording of the Black Album where James sung So 
What (y'know, "I fucked a sheep, and | fucked a goat") and ended up fucking up his voice so bad that he needed 


to get singing lessons again. Except this one is involved with sickness. Yeah. 


"Sing like you used to." Lars said into the mic, staring at James through the recording studio's glass with 


sleepless eyes. 


"What the hell do you mean by that?" James asked in a grossly sick voice, taking his headphones off and 
putting them around his neck He tilted his head, wiped his nose, then looked over Lars' shoulder at Kirk only to 


see him shrug and shake his head in confusion. 


"What | mean is, you gotta sing like this." Lars began poking around at the buttons on the panel in front of him. 
James sat in silence for a few long seconds as he watched Lars get angered at the equipment for not working, 


until a loud, early recording blasted between the recording room's walls. 


James got scared and fell off the stool, mic stand coming with him along with his guitar. The brutal sound 
assault that was early Metallica stopped playing and he could hear Kirk and Jason laughing quietly, while Lars 


sounded as if he were about to cry, wheezing and laughing. 


"What the fuck, Lars?" James screeched with the loudest voice he could in his current state. Even without the 
mic in the recording room on, the screech could be heard clearly. It made Kirk stop laughing because of his 


awe, but Jason and Lars didn't stop. 


‘Sorry, James. I'll play it at a better volume." Lars said, voice wavering as he wiped his eyes. He played the 


song again, but this time it wasn't mind-numbingly loud. 


James slowly got back up, set his guitar down, and steadied the mic stand as he sat in his stool again. He 
looked down at his lap and closed his eyes as he listened to the song, slowly beginning to smile as the memories 


behind it flooded into his mind. 


In the early days, 1982, they were still trying to figure out who would sing the song. Lars was their first 
choice. "Go ahead and sing it, Lars." Dave yelled, nudging Lars in the knee with his foot. 


Lars smiled widely and stood up, then took the notebook that Dave and James had written in from Dave's 
hands and began looking at the lyrics. 


"By the last breath of the four winds blow,’ 
"Better raise your ears!" 

"The sound of hooves knock at your door," 
"Lock up your wife and children now!" 

"Its time to wield the blade," 


"For now you have got some company!" 


It was at this point that Cliff, who was asleep on the couch behind the recording equipment in Dave's house, 
had woken up and was sitting up, looking around. "I woke up ‘cus | figured Dave brought some girls over and 
they got ahold of the notebook and began singing, but | guess not." He said with a tired voice as he lay back 
down with his back facing the boys. 


Lars stared at Cliff with a look of disbelief, then looked down at Dave and James. James shrugged and Dave 
averted his eyes before looking up at Lars. 


"He's kinda right..You sounded like a girl.." Dave mumbled with a stifled laugh. Lars sighed, face sad, then sat 
down and handed the notebook to James. 


James sat up from his slouch and picked the notebook up off his lap, proceeding to give it to Dave in return. 


"No. | don't sing. l'm not gonna be the singer." He said in an awkward, stumbling voice, normal for his shy 


nature. 

Dave looked back at Cliff during a silence that blanketed them only to see the other ginger, arm extended, with 
a lanky middle finger raised. Dave returned his gaze to the boys, who were just disappearing into the hallway, 
presumably to walk to the kitchen 


"Well. Thanks for the help you guys..Really appreciate it." Dave called to them with a slightly disheartened 


Voice. 


"Hey, James, wake up buddy. We're still recording." Lars shouted into the microphone, snapping James out of 


his daze and back into reality. 

"What?" He asked, looking around. "Oh..Yeah..Give me a sec. | need something to eat." He said with a grumble, 
getting off the stool and walking out of the recording room. On his way out, he pressed the "Stop recording" 
button and proceeded to the hallway. 


He stopped at the vending machine and got a small pack of crackers out of it, then continued on to go to the 


bathroom. 


As he walked in, he began chuckling. Another reminder of that song he had just heard a few moments ago. 


Lars ran up to Dave and began shaking him quickly. Cliff followed behind him with a wide, mischevious grin on 
his face. "Dave, | can hear James singing Horsemen in the shower. Come onl!" Lars said to Dave in a rushed 
voice, pulling him along by the arm to the bathroom door. 

"The Horsemen are drawing nearer... 

Dave pressed his ear to the door, trying not to let the floor or doorframe creak as he did. 

"On leather steeds they ride, they've come to take your life." 

Lars had to cover his mouth to prevent giggling at how serious James was taking the singing. 

"On through the dead of night, with the four horsemen ride," 

The shower water stopped and it left only James' isolated singing in the bathroom. A few seconds of silence 


could be heard, save for some grunting and rustling. Soon enough, the door opened with James standing in a 


towel, hair dripping and eyes closed. 


"Or choose your fate and diel" 


Cliff pressed himself against the wall silently and held his breath. Everyone made sure not to make a move 
that could be heard easily. James walked down the hall, not realizing their presence as he did. 


"Woah yeah-heah!" 
Lars couldn't hold it in anymore. "Nice singing, James! | thought you said you don't sing?" He called out. James 
screamed and tripped, then fell quickly. His towel barely stayed intact and he decided it would be best not to 


get up. 


Dave laughed hard, as did Cliff and Lars, but James cried. "Guys, | think | fuckin’ broke my arm.." He 
whimpered. The laughter ceased slowly, and it faded softly as James returned to reality. 


He could hear someone calling his name. He blinked a few times, then walked out of the bathroom and right into 


Lars. "Come on, James, let's get recording again" He said to the tall man in front of him. 

James followed Lars to the studio, then got himself situated on the stool in the recording room. "Are you 
ready for the song to play yet?" He asked into the mic. James was about to nod, until his eyes flashed open 
and he quickly got off the stool to run into the main studio. 


He searched on the panel until he saw a play button and and pressed it. The Four Horsemen began playing in 


the studio and as James walked in, Lars saw a happy smile on his face. 


He sat back on his stool and brought the mic stand closer to him, then waited for the lyrics of that verse to 
start. 


"Time! Has taken its toll on you, the lines that crack your face." 

He sung as loud and as close to early Metallica as he could into the mic, hitting it almost spot on. 

"Famine! Your body it has torn through, withered in every place." 

Jason couldn't stop nudging Kirk in disbelief. It annoyed him to the point of slapping him to get him to stop. 
"Pestilence! For what you have had to endure, and what you have put others through.’ 

James opened one eye in his screaming and saw Lars covering his mouth in awe. He continued singing. 


"Death! Deliverance for you for sure, now there's nothing you can do..." 


His voice lost its power in the last line of lyrics, and he ended up coughing violently afterwards. Lars stood up 
and hit the "Stop Recording" button before walking into the room and to James. He put his hand on his back 


and ducked slightly so he could see James' face under his mane of hair. 


James wheezed as he tried catching his breath, Lars’ patting not helping. After a few minutes of struggling to 
breathe in his coughing fit, he caught his breath and Lars put his hand on his thigh. "Are you okay?" 


James tried talking, but only a scratchy wheeze came out. Kirk and Jason looked into the window of the room 
with concerned faces, only to see Lars look back with a frightened expression. He took the mic and turned it on 


after James turned it off. 


"He lost his voice." 


Whiteboard Speak 


Author's Notes: 
| woke up at 3:00 and began writing straight out of waking up so | hope this makes y‘alls happy. 


Now that James had lost his voice, he became a grumpy mute in recording. Since all his guitar parts were 
already recorded, he had nothing else to do but sit behind the panel with Lars in his lounge pants and robe, 


whiteboard in one hand and his marker in the other. 


Day two was here and there they sat in the studio, recording part one of Kirk's guitar parts. James sat on a 
stool they dragged in from the room itself, and he leaned his head onto Lars' shoulder in boredom. He sat up 
straight, readied his whiteboard, then turned around to look at Jason as he began writing. 


"Will you get me a tea if | pay you?" He showed Jason on the board. Jason squinted at first, then put his 


glasses on and nodded slowly. 


"Sure. What kind do you want? Like..Hot tea or cold?" Jason asked him, walking to him to get the money he 
needed to get the tea. 


"Hot. With lemon and honey." James wrote on his whiteboard, digging in his pocket for his wallet. He put his 
whiteboard and marker down to get a 5 dollar bill out and before he gave it to Jason, he began blotting down 
on his whiteboard. 


"Get me something to eat, too." He blotted down. Jason nodded and Lars stopped hin before he could walk too 
far out the door. 


"Jason, tea with that shit in it isn't going to help him much at getting his voice back. It'll make his throat hurt 
like a bitch. Get him a normal tea without that shit and we can get this on the road faster..also, get me a 


coffee." He said, never looking back and instead keeping focused on recording Kirk's guitar. 


James got a look of disbelief and raised his arms in disappointment beside Lars, making Jason laugh. He began 
writing on the board again. "Don't even get me the food, and just get me the damn tea | told you to get me." It 
said on the whiteboard. Jason could sense his grumpy nature already, and he knew this next week or two would 


be very long for everyone. 


| hope you're not like this for the whole two weeks. I'd rather have happy James than pissy James." Jason 


mumbled. The estimated silence James was going to have to go through scared him even at the thought. 


He stood up and put his whiteboard down, then grabbed a box of tissues and a blanket from where Jason was 
just sitting and returned to lean his head on Lars' shoulder. 


Kirk looked up at what he saw behind the panel of buttons and sliders and he almost laughed in the middle of 
recording the guitar. He wanted to speak, so he finished his lick and stopped playing. 


"What's up with your kid? He looks angry." He said with a stifled laugh. Lars looked at James and saw that he 
had both his whiteboard up and his middle finger. 


"Fuck you, I'm sick" His whiteboard read. Lars laughed softly and returned his gaze to Kirk, only to see that his 
playfully mocking demeanor had turned into a slightly offended one. 


"Leave him alone. He's not able to do much now that he's sick, so he doesn't need to be teased like that." Lars 
said softly, leaning his head on James, which subsequently made his sick blue eyes close slowly in tranquility. 


Kirk shook his head and brought the mic close so he wouldn't have to yell to get it to pick him up. "Why do 
you care about him all of a sudden?" He asked. James’ eyes shot open and stared at him closely, making him 


uncomfortable as Lars thought of an answer. 


"Because the two of us have been closer than shit for the past Il years and we actually care about each 
other. Now keep recording the song. We can either edit out when you started talking and have you start 
playing where you left off or we can start again" Lars said, adjusting his sliders on the panel. 


James began writing on his whiteboard and then showed it to Lars when he finished writing. "Have him restart. 
| highly doubt he'll know where to play again cus | don't even know where he left." He ran out of room on the 


whiteboard so he erased it and started again. "Off" He showed. 


"James, | know you're probably right, but let's try to have some faith in him with this and--" Lars tried 


speaking, but was somehow interrupted by James’ whiteboard writing. 


"He'll be better off if he starts again" He showed. Lars sighed in defeat, nodded and closed his eyes, then looked 
at Kirk and opened them again. 


"Start it again, Kirk. The day's almost over, anyways so this doesn’t seem like that bad of a sacrifice, does it?" 
He asked, hovering his hand over the "Start Recording" button Jason walked in with the tea and the coffee and 
he dropped them both off next to Lars and James. 


"Thanks, Jase." Lars said, pressing record and signaling for Kirk to start playing. James wrote his thank you, 
then picked his tea up and began mindlessly sipping on it as he got lost in memory. 


Dave watched James pace around the room, almost restless. His arm was casted and had multiple strokes of 
Sharpie on it, most of them being signatures aside from a few drawings. "Dude, you need to calm down. Why 


are you pacing?" Dave asked with a slow voice. He was high while recording Cliffs bass. 
you pacing 9 9 


Wonderful. 


"Because | have nothing else to do, all my vocal parts have been recorded, and | can't record the guitar." 


James grumbled, beginning to chew on his nails. 


"That's no reason to pace, dude. Just cool it down and like, sit.or something.” Dave mumbled. He leaned back in 
his seat and closed his eyes, listening to the combination of Lars walking in and the bass that made the ground 


shake. 


Lars took James by the hand and pulled him out of the room, then looked up with concern. "I know that story 
you just told Dave was total bullshit, now tell me why you're really pacing." He grunted at his taller friend. 


Lars nudged James back awake and lifted his head slowly off his shoulder. James looked around, confused and 


groggy. He tucked his whiteboard into his robe and picked his tea up, then rubbed his eyes slowly. 


Kirk saw Lars quickly gather his stuff and run to James, staying close by his side. He tugged Jason back from 
stepping on the dragging blanket that rested on James’ shoulders and waited for the pair in front of them to 
get a little further ahead. 


"Why do you think Lars cares so much about James being sick? If | were him, I'd be laughing at him for being 
a dumbass and getting himself sick" Kirk whispered to Jason, staring ahead at James. He looked down at Lars 


with a smile, the first smile he'd seen on his face since he got sick. 


"| dunno. They've been friends since before they even knew you, so." Jason said, looking at the pair as well. He 


smiled when he saw James take Lars’ hand, but ignored all inquiry from Kirk. 


"James, just cos your arm's broken doesn't mean you have to be so.anxiety ridden. Why are you so scared, 
anyways? Can't Dave just do the parts?" Lars asked James as they walked around the house, kicking rocks 


about. 

"No, | can't. I'm afraid he won't play them correctly and he's gonna fuck them up and | won't be able to do shit 
because | won't be able to play." James said softly, stuffing his hands in his pockets as he shuffled his feet 
across the dry dirt. 


"That doesn't mean you have to be so scared. All you have to do is wait for your arm to heal, then start 


playing as soon as the cast is off" Lars shrugged, looking up at James with soft eyes. 


James shook his head and sighed out. He was in a stalemate. "| can't.| have to wait a week in order to get my 


wrist used to moving again.But, | can't just keep the band's album on hold..Jesus, Lars, what do | do?" He asked, 
panic overtaking him again. 


Lars had to start calming James down again and he rubbed his back slowly. "You'll figure something out, James. 


| know you will" He said encouragingly. 


James returned again to be in Lars' car driving on the interstate to get to the hotel they were staying in 
"Want me to get Kirk to go into Jason's room so you can come to mine?" Lars asked James in the flood of 
silence that once drowned them. James nodded and closed his eyes again, and waited for the day to be over so 


he could finally get away with sleeping. 


He hoped to god this wouldn't last as long as Jason said it would 


Nightmares Never Fade 


Author's Notes: 
i had to change this section cus im pretty sure it got way too real for my own good 


Kirk stormed out of the hotel room with his bags in his hands, face furious and eyes a fiery rage. "Man, what 
the Hell? Double standards are happening here. Just ‘cus he's sick doesn't mean he should be getting special 


treatment!" Kirk grunted in anger, throwing his bags to the floor and turning around to face Lars and James. 


James stood behind Lars with his whiteboard readied and his blanket around his shoulders, draping far past his 
robe and his slippers. Lars stood tall with his hands on his hips, staring Kirk down. "Yeah, he kinda does. He's 


the most important person in this band and we need to get him recovered as fast as we can" He grunted. 


James looked down at his whiteboard and began writing, looking up occasionally to see Kirk shaking his head in 
disappointment. He raised his whiteboard up above Lars' head and stared Kirk down with piercing blue eyes. "l 
get treatment like this because | am the vocalist." It wrote. 


He erased that, then began writing again and held it over Lars’ head again when he was done writing. "No voice 
= no album development, no album development = no release, no release = angry fans, angry fans = death." 


The whiteboard said. 


Kirk shook his head and he picked his bags up again, then started walking down the hall to Jason's room. "What- 
fucking-ever. This is dumb." He grumbled. Lars turned to look at James and he sighed, slowly guiding James 


back into the room. 


‘lm sorry, James.| really, really hope your voice comes back quickly.." Lars sighed, crossing his arms as he 
fiddled with his hair. He looked at James, sitting criss-cross on the couch, writing on his whiteboard as quick 


as he could. 


"You and me both. | hate having to write everything." He showed his discomfort in his written words, rolling his 
eyes. He was about to wipe his nose again but it was already red from the scraping of it against his rough 


robe sleeve. 


Lars felt extremely bad. His poor friend's eyes were baggy and irritated and it looked as if the pigment in his 
irises had faded. All color in his face was gone as well, making him look ghostly white. "I. think you should 


probably get to bed..You worry me, honestly.." 


"Can | sleep in your room? It's the only one with a TV." James wrote, showing Lars the whiteboard with big 
puppy eyes. He put the board down and leaned his elbow on his knee, tilting his head as he hypnotized Lars with 


his convincing look. 


Defeated, Lars sighed and nodded, looking around the suite as if he were expecting someone to show up. After 
a few seconds of complete silence, he took James by the hand and walked to the main bedroom, sitting him 
down on the bed. "Hurry and get to bed. You need to sleep or else your voice isn't gonna come back and you'll 


be mute forever." He mumbled, rubbing his eyes. 


James stared at Lars, then slowly began to kick his slippers off and strip the robe off. After he was 
successfully out of both, he got under the sheets and turned onto the side facing away from Lars. He felt 
Lars get into bed beside him and after he was sure he was with him and asleep, he began to fade off into 
sleep himself. 


"Lars, can | ask you something?" James said softly, leaning his chin on his good arm and throwing small stones 
into the ocean with his bad one. Lars nodded slowly and he scooted closer to his friend, leaning forward so he 


could see his face. James’ eyes traveled across the sunny sand and looked into Lars' green ones. 


"If it ever comes to me, like.Not being able to sing anymore, or dying. just.Can you be the vocalist for me? 
Please? You're the only one | trust with that job, and honestly.honestly, you don't sound that bad when you 


sing... James mumbled, looking at Lars with soft eyes. 


Lars was awe-stricken. Him? The vocalist? Why would James trust him with a job like that? "Y-yeah..0f course 
| can.James, you know you can trust me with that shit." He said in a soft voice. His eyes trailed around the 


beach they sat at and he sighed, closing his eyes. 


Time was suddenly fast forwarded to 1986. Lars was laying in his bunk in the tour bus, eavesdropping on the 
boys' conversation in secret. Between Kirk's soft snoring beneath him and the loud laughing a few yards away 


from him, he felt at peace. 


"Okay, no, how about this: we pull cards to choose which one gets the good bunk." James said loudly, pointing 
his finger at Cliff. Cliff scoffed, then threw his deck of cards on the table in front of him. 


"Whoever pulls an Ace gets the bunk" Cliff declared, shuffling the deck and putting it out in the middle of the 
table, equalling the sides out. He stared intently at James as he thought about the bet before he saw James 


nod. 


"Come at me, man You pull first, then I'll pull” James said, watching Cliff's lanky, ringed fingers come down on 
the deck and pull the first card off. He kept the card hidden from both of their eyes until James pulled a card 


as well. 


Cliff counted down from five and he kept his hand firmly on his card, flipping it quickly as he reached one. 
James looked at his card, then at Cliff's and shouted in triumph. He had gotten an Ace, while Cliff only got a IO 
of Hearts. 


Lars chuckled to himself softly at James’ happiness, but a sudden wave of realization, followed by fear, came 
over him. It was The Night. But Cliff wasn't the one being forced to face death. He began crying, because he 
knew he couldn't do anything to stop it. James passed him and noticed him crying, immediately getting 


concerned. 


‘Lars, are you okay?" He asked with a soft, careful voice. Lars couldn't say anything, he could only cry. This 
worried James more. He sighed out softly, rubbed Lars' shoulder comfortingly, and patted him before he 


crawled into his bunk. 


A few hours later, Lars woke up in his dream on the side of a cold, abandoned road. Next to him sat Cliff, on 
his knees, screaming in horror as Kirk cried beside James’ feet sticking out from under the bus. Lars was 
basically paralyzed. Nothing would move except for his eyes, and one can't tell the state of a person at first 
glance by their eyes. 


Lars closed his eyes again and opened them to see that it was 199I and he was in the recording room behind a 
mic, Cliff and Kirk sitting in front of the panel with wandering eyes. The new guitarist or the drummer were 


nowhere to be seen. "Hey, Lars." Cliff said into one of the mics, snapping Lars out of his daze. He looked at 


Cliff and blinked a few times. 


It was quite a while until he responded to Cliff. "What?" He said in his voice, now softer from what he had seen 
happen to his best friend in the years. 


"Could you sing something for Kirk?" Cliff asked, a smile beginning to grace his lips. He looked at Kirk, who 
mindlessly stared at Lars with his big eyes, then looked back at Lars who was smiling as well. It was rare to 
get a smile out of him anymore. 


“Sure.Play the song. I'll get right to it” Lars said confidently with the smile still glimmering. Cliff poked at a few 


buttons and finally slid a slider up to make the volume of the song louder. The Four Horsemen. 


Lars lost his radiant smile and bowed his head, making sure his face was covered by his hair. Tears began 
falling down his cheeks, remembering the happy memories he and James shared with that song. He couldn't 
help but let out a small sob. 


"Lars, are you okay?" Kirk asked, not realizing what the song meant to him. Cliff put his hand on Kirk's shoulder 
and looked at Lars with sad eyes, never letting his eyes leave the tear-wrecked man. 


"Lars, it's going to be okay.Just.Just try to ignore what you feel, and try to calm down." Cliff rumbled into 


the mic, voice with a faint, almost unnoticeable waver. 


Lars shook his head and wiped his eyes, another sob choking him up. "I can't, Cliff..You know | can't. It. just 
hurts." He said, slouching on the stool. Kirk stared at the small figure with the sadness in his expression 
becoming rapidly visible. 


Lars woke from the dream and his eyes shot open He could feel his tears falling down his face and he touched 
one of the newer ones that fell, looking at it in the dim light the TV was producing. He noticed that James was 
sitting up with his back hunched. He sighed in relief when he saw that he was alive and well. 


The sigh, he discovered, was a bit louder than expected, though. James turned to look at him and his calm, 
relaxed expression quickly turned to concern. He put his plate of food down on the nightstand and picked his 
whiteboard up quickly, beginning to write as fast as he could "Are you okay?" The whiteboard read. 


Lars shook his head and sobbed into his hands, body trembling as he did. James began panicking. He erased 
what was just said and wrote a new sentence, scooting himself closer to Lars so he could put his arm around 


his shoulder to comfort him. "What happened?" He showed Lars. 


It took Lars a few minutes to stop crying, but when he did, it all spilled out. "I had a dream where you asked 
me to be the vocalist for the band if you ever died, and then instead of Cliff dying, you died, and then.And 


then." He trailed off in a low whimper, not knowing what else say. 


James stared in disbelief for a moment, before he wrote on his whiteboard. "Lars, you know that I'm not gonna 
die right now, right?" He showed Lars. Lars nodded slowly and stood up out of bed, walking to the door. "I. need 
to call Kirk real quick." He mumbled softly. 


He walked out into the living room of the suite and sat down at the couch, picking up the phone. He dialed Kirk's 
room number and was promptly met with a groggy voice on the other end. "Dammit, Lars, it's 1:30 in the damn 


morning. Why aren't you asleep?" He grunted. 


Lars sighed and thought for a moment before he spoke. "You want a reason why James is getting treated 
differently while he's sick, right?" He asked in a whisper into the phone. 


"Uh..Yeah. kinda" Kirk said with a yawn, rubbing his face. The whole phone line went silent until Lars finally 
broke the silence by sighing, then stuttering as he tried speaking. 


"He's getting special treatment because..Because |..Well..!..| love him." 


And So He Speaks 


Author's Notes: 
I'm sorry if this seems rushed but it's almost 3:00 and | just wanna sleep Imao 


Today in the studio, Lars was recording the drum backing for the rest of the songs, which meant James had 
to sit at the panel. This time around, he was barely awake enough to get dressed, as a severe head cold had 


crippled his motivation on top of his lost voice. 


Because of that, he came into the studio in only his underwear, robe and blanket. He also hauled along a pillow 


so he could take a nap, be it needed at any point. 


Lars put his headphones on, then his headband, and stared at James as he waited for the signal. James, 
wrapped up in his robe and his blanket, leaned forward slowly and flicked the "recording" switch to on and gave 
Lars the thumbs up. 


Lars nodded, then began blasting out a drum beat that was loud enough to make Jason leave the room and 
James to cringe. James and Kirk were able to withstand the first few minutes, until Lars stopped caring with 
where he slammed his drum sticks down and James had to start banging on the window to try to get him to 
stop. 


He saw that Lars didn't see or hear, so he banged harder until Kirk nudged him out of the way and turned the 


mic-to-headphone connector on. "Hey, shitweed, James is trying to write to youl" He shouted into the mic. 


Lars jumped on his stool and grabbed onto a cymbal stand to keep balance, which instead sent him falling 
forward onto his snare and toms. He sat back on his stool, glared at Kirk, then flipped him off before throwing 
a drumstick at the window. 


James shuffled back into the center of the panel and began writing as fast as he could to prevent experiencing 
a meltdown from Lars. When he finished his thought, he held the whiteboard to the window. "You were 
slamming your sticks down on the wrong parts of the drums, Temper Tantrum Torben Jr." His whiteboard 


wrote. 


He erased that when Lars looked confused, and in big letters, wrote something else on his whiteboard then held 
it to the glass. "You're supposed to bang on the big white parts, not the rims." He said, emphasizing his words 
with his eyes. 


Lars threw his other drumstick and James instinctively ducked out of the way, making him cough horrendously 
for a few long seconds. He plopped back down in his chair and leaned back, then gave the thumbs up to Lars to 
tell him he could start playing again. He chuckled to himself, remembering when he had to teach Lars how to 


play the drums correctly. 


"No, Lars, that's..that's not how you play those.." James mumbled, staring at the small boy behind his drum kit. 


He nudged Lars out of the way and sat on the stool, taking an extra pair of drumsticks and looking at Lars. 


"Now, you see, Lars, you gotta think of a good beat and stick with it throughout the song, not just find a beat 
and change it every few seconds." James said boldly, now starting to tap out a beat on the hi-hat and bass 


drum. Lars glared at him in slight anger, face in a scowl. 


"Try it" James said, getting up and walking away from the set so Lars could sit down He sat peacefully for a 
moment, then began tapping out a beat on one of the toms and the snare. He began speeding up without 


warning, to which James responded with a quick "slow down" 


Lars stopped his beat and stared up at James for a moment before chucking his drumstick at him violently. 
The drumstick barely skimmed James' head and stuck into the drywall behind him like a dart sticking into a 
board. "Woah there, Lars. Calm the Hell down!" He yelled, holding his head. 


Lars threw the other and it hit James in the shoulder, to which he responded by screaming in pain. This 


scared Lars tremendously. 


"James, Lars is done with his beat" Kirk said to James, nudging him in the side as he looked up to the little 
Danish drummer behind the drum kit. James walked into the recording room and stood at the door, whiteboard 


in hand. 


"Come on, Christmas Boy, let's get Jason in here and record his shit." He wrote on his whiteboard. Lars shot 
his head towards James and threw an extra drumstick at James, nailing him straight in the eye. "God fucking 


dammit!" He yelled in a gross, dry, raspy voice. 


Kirk and Lars were both shocked. He spoke again. Although, he ended up choking and falling to the floor 
coughing, but he still spoke. "Did you just..did you just speak?" Lars asked with a confused face. James nodded, 


then continued hacking and coughing. 


Finally, the fit settled and he got onto his feet again one inch at a time until he shook his head, waved his hand 
towards Lars and walked back into the main studio so he could lay down. By the time Jason walked in, James 
was asleep on the couch, sick face peaceful but adorned with a black eye. "What happened to him?" Jason said 
in disbelief at James’ black eye. 


"Lars threw a drumstick at James. Nothing abnormal. Now go get in there, you have a bass to play." Kirk said 
calmly and tiredly. Jason put his hand over his mouth and looked at Lars, before he trudged into the room. 


By the time they were set to leave, the whole room was cleared of all the instruments and things. All of 
them..but James. Lars was chosen to wake him up. 


"James..Come on.We have to go." Lars grumbled at his sleeping companion. Lars shook him, but he didn't budge. 
He nudged him, but didn't wake. He was at a loss. 


"How do you work?" Lars mumbled quietly. He kept trying to wake James up peacefully until he gave up, and 
just decided to roll him off the couch. James woke and failed as he hit the ground, but he was suddenly pulled 
up and taken out the door by Lars. 


"Are we going to the hotel rooms now..?" James whined, voice sounding pained and sad. Lars sighed and clutched 


his hand tight before nodding. 


"Yes, we are. Be patient.” He laughed at the tired man beside him. 


Illnesses Galore. 


Author's Notes: 
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James lay in the center of Lars’ bed, curled up and holding his stomach in pain. He was alone in the dark, save 
for the small red numbers on the digital clock on the nightstand and a radio on the dresser, softly playing "To 
Live Is To Die" as he tried taking his mind off of his aches. 


He heard the door open and light flood into the room, and the small silhouette on the wall resembled his tiny 
friend and caretaker. "James? Are you okay? You haven't left the room for a few hours." He said in genuine 


concern, peeking around the corner and seeing James’ discomfort. 


James could only groan out. He stood up and quickly walked past Lars, closing his robe tightly to keep what like 
body heat he had in, as he kept his head bowed all the way to the bathroom. He dropped to his knees, lifted 
the toilet seat, then hung his head in the toilet and began dry heaving. 


Lars quickly followed behind him and kneeled down, then held his hair behind his head tightly so it wouldn't fall 
into his face. His arm began getting tired, so he took a hair tie that was on the bathroom counter and tied his 
friend's hair back in a bun. 


He sat down beside James and rubbed his back slowly, then tied his robe's sash to prevent it from falling open. 
‘I'm really starting to get worried..but knowing you, I'm sure you'll power through the pain like you always do." 


Lars chuckled softly, rubbing his hand over the small bumps on his spine. 


James was now living by the toilet, bottles of booze on one side of him and Dave and Lars on the other. Lars 
was rubbing and patting his back, while Dave was holding his hair back and laughing. Cliff stood leaning in the 
doorway, chuckling at the fact that James wasn't holding his booze as well as he said he could. 


Dave laughed and tugged James’ hair gently, to which James responded by punching him in the stomach. Lars 
wrapped his other arm around James and sat directly next to him, putting his head on his shoulder. 


"James, | think someone likes you. God, you two, get a room." Dave said with a loud laugh. Cliff did the same 
and fell backwards in imbalance, slamming his back on the wall behind him. After that, he groaned in pain. 


"Eat my dick, you fucking cock" James said in between dry heaves. It took a few minutes for him to stop, but 
once he stopped, his heaving faded and he felt slightly better than when he began puking. Lars helped him up, 


then walked him to Dave's guest room and sat him down on the bed. 


Cliff, as he passed, locked the door quickly and slammed it closed. "I can feel your sexual tension, you fuckin’ 


need to get that solved" Cliff laughed loudly with Dave, flipping the door off on the other side. 


Lars nuzzled into James drunkenly, giggling and keeping him close. James began laughing himself and fell onto his 
back, still holding Lars close to his body. Cliff shouted from the other side of the door quickly. "Jeez, guys, 
stop being so kinky! There are people trying to sleep!" 


Lars couldn't help but smile, but he was snapped out of his memory as soon as he heard James gag and heave 
loudly, hugging the toilet and wailing into it. He rubbed the man's back slower and rested his head on his 
shoulder, closing his eyes. "I wish | knew what was wrong, James, | really do.." He sighed in a soft, concerned 


Voice. 


It was at this point that Jason and Kirk had gathered at the bathroom door, uneasy at the possible 
seriousness of James' illness. Kirk watched the pair closely, unlike Jason, who's eyes wandered about in the 


bathroom, looking at all of Lars' cosmetics on the counter. Kirk saw a quick movement from James, but wasn't 


looking close enough to see that he had grabbed Lars’ hand and held it tightly. 


"Lars..Don't you think he should go to the hospital or something? He doesn't seem okay." Kirk said with a slight 


hint of a grunt in his voice, flicking Jason in the cheek when he went to grab one of Lars’ hairbrushes. 


‘| mean.| think so, but it's dependent on what he wants." Lars said to Kirk He could see the worry and fear 
deep within his eyes, but he didn't mention it because he didn't want to give Lars more anxiety than what was 


already there. 


Lars and Kirk looked at Jason, hoping for a final vote breaker. They both knew James was deathly afraid of and 
hated going near a hospital. Lars knew it had to do with his mother and some sort of fear of death that came 
along with it, but he thought it best not to tell Kirk or Jason. He knew they'd find a way to use it against him. 


But, all that aside, they just needed a decision from Jason to determine whether or not James would go to the 
hospital. "I say we only take him to the doctor, not the emergency room or something." He said with a shrug. 


Lars felt James clutch his hand bone-breakingly tight. 
He felt awful. 


He leaned in to whisper into James’ ear, hoping to give him comfort in his crippling illness. "You'll be okay, 


James. If you go to the doctor, I'm going in the examination room with you whether they like it or not." 


Kirk looked at Jason, then looked over to Lars and laughed slightly. "Dude, it's not like he's dying of AIDS. Bring 


it down a few notches." 


James’ hand came slamming down on the toilet paper, tearing a wad off so he'd be able to wipe his mouth 
when he was done. Lars could only keep rubbing his back and holding his hand. He felt terrible, knowing it was 
all he could do. 


Very slowly, James lifted his head out of the toilet and he wiped his mouth, then looked back at Kirk and Jason, 
Lars saw his tired, baggy eyes and his pale skin and he swore he was looking straight at a picture of one of 


Kirk's favorite horror movie characters. 


Kirk covered his mouth and tried not to laugh aloud at the sight of his frontman. "I think you need sleep..or at 
least some care..You look like a zombie."He chuckled lowly. 


Lars sighed, then slowly brought James to his feet. "Do you want anything? I. can make you tea or 
something... Lars said softly, supporting James under his arm as they walked into the suite's livingroom, 
pushing very gently past Jason and KirkHe sat the large, sick man at the kitchen's island and slid the 


whiteboard in front of him so he could speak without damaging his voice. 


"What kind of tea?" Lars asked, putting his hand on the refrigerator door. He squinted at the board and saw 
the writing on it, then began making the tea when he got every ingredient he needed. 


He placed the tea on one side of James on the island's counter, then climbed onto it to sit in front of James 
with a few bottles of Advil and a small bottle of Nyquil, along with a packaged thermometer. "So.What do you 


think is wrong with you?" Lars asked. 


Its probably something stupid, like Bronchitis or the flu." James wrote on his white board, a grumpy, pale face 
staring up at Lars with irritated blue eyes. 


He was about to take a sip of his tea, but Lars pushed his hand back down and read the box the thermometer 
came in. "We have to wait five minutes until you can drink again. I'm sorry." He sighed. James only shrugged in 


response. 


Lars slid off the counter and hopped onto the floor again, then washed the thermometer and dried it off 
before coming back onto the counter. "You see, this is why | worry about you so much. You may think that 
its a bit weird, but | don't give a shit. God only fucking knows you'll get sick some day and die from some 
crazy shit or something." He preached, dangling his legs off the counter and nudging James’ calf with his foot. 


James opened his mouth and Lars saw the patchy redness of his throat. He winced and looked away in slight 
disgust, before he placed the tip of the thermometer under James' tongue and closed his mouth delicately. 


"You have to keep that in your mouth for..forty seconds." Lars said softly. 


James nodded, then began writing on it so he could show Lars. "Why do you care so much? You're only my 
bandmate." The whiteboard showed, a confused look from James accompanying it. 


Lars felt his heart sink slightly from the title. "Only my bandmate." He thought over and over. His chest ached 


from the weight of the sadness, but he didn't understand why he felt so depressed in the first place. 


"No reason.|'ve just known you for a while." He said simply, trying his hardest not to look affected by his 
comment. James nodded, then the thermometer beeped and told Lars that it needed to come out. 


He took the thermometer and looked at the screen, then became agitated when he saw that it read only error. 
He sighed and threw it across the counter in disappointment, then pressed the back of his hand up against his 
forehead. "Dear God, James, you're burning up.." He said softly. 

James shook his head and Lars sighed once more before jumping off the counter and slouching vaguely. "Just 
go to bed, James..You're tired and need sleep..You shouldn't go into the studio tomorrow..." Lars said, walking 
the other way towards the second bedroom in the suite. 

He still couldn't get over what James said. 


‘Only my bandmate." 


It depressed him and he didn't understand why. 


A New Addition To The Club 
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Lars knew he couldn't stay to take care of James. 


He just knew he couldn't. Not after the sadness that weighed down on his heart, invading his thoughts and 


tears. 


But the urge to tend to him and make him feel loved while he suffered in the pain of sickness overpowered 


Lars's will to leave the suite. 


He told Kirk and Jason to leave and go to the studio, and he lied and told them he'd be there in a few hours. 


Instead, he just stayed to take care of his sick crush, giving him unrequited love and attention. 


"James, you have to take a shower at least! It's been, what, four days? Please!" Lars complained desperately, 
trying to pull an unmotivated James up off the messy bed. It was almost like caring for a small child who was 
throwing a tantrum, one who didn't want to go to bed, one who didn't want to stop playing with their toys, one 


who didn't want to take their cough medicine. 
In this case, it was one who didn't want to get into the bath. 


"No..Just let me die." James groaned in his scratchy voice dramatically, becoming a dead weight against Lars's 
eager and frantic pulling. He knew he was being childish, but his pain and motivation made him ignore his 


thoughts and keep going with his actions. 


"Please James! Just take a shower! It doesn't even have to be that long of one! Just long enough that you 
wash your hair and your body! You've been in the same clothes for four days straight and you need to 
change the damn things!" Lars cried, now pulling roughly on James's hands. It sent the big man up far enough 


off the bed for Lars to catch him and drag him out of the bedroom and into the bathroom. 


"Lars, just leave me alone." He groaned again, voice worse than the last. His head was grabbed and held by 


Lars' small hands and he was forced to look at himself in the mirror. 


Dead, baggy blue eyes stared back at him, and sullen and insipid skin was what framed them. His greasy, limp, 
now-brownish hair draped over his shoulders and into his face, and he looked miserable. His nose was red with 
the rubbing and rashing it had to suffer through by tissues, as were his eyes from his sinuses making them 


water at any sign of light or irritation 


He got the chills just looking at himself. 


"Okay..'ll take a shower." He groaned in his gravelly, sick voice. Lars couldn't help but feel a sudden wave of 
relief wash over him. He let go of James's head and let his arms fall to his sides, then let his neck fall limp as 


well. 


James could have sworn he heard the man whisper "thank god" under his breath, but he couldn't tell. His 
illness restricted his hearing. "Can you leave, though? I'd like the privacy." James begged lowly and quietly. He 
looked back not even a few seconds after saying what he said and saw that Lars was nowhere to be seen He 


shrugged it off as nothing, then slowly stripped and got into the shower. 


He barely had the motivation to stand up, so instead he just sat on the floor of the tub, getting lost in 
thought as the warm water washed over him. He could feel the steam that remained in the lower part of the 
tub begin to clear his stuffy nose, and he was thankful for it. After a few minutes, he closed his eyes and got 
lost in his thought, not even knowing that Lars walked in for a small moment to put new, clean clothes and a 


robe on the counter. 


"Dave, you're not my mom, you don't have to tell me when to shower and when not to shower." James 


grunted at the door. He thought Dave was on the other side. 


"Wait! Hold on!" He heard Dave yell in a blaring voice. He could hear Lars's angry pleads following the booming 
voice, and it made him even more confused than he already was. “James, keep your underwear on, you're 
sharing a shower with Lars because Cliff is trying to wash his hair in the sink and Lars doesn't want to use 


the hose." 


Suddenly, Lars was shoved into the bathroom by Dave and he came to a halting stop when he ran into the 
bathroom counter with a grunt of pain "Dave, all | have to do is take a five minute shower and then he can 


get inl Why are you making us share?!" James yelled, his antisocial and more introverted side coming out. 


"We've got 30 minutes to get to this fucking venue and you two look and smell like garbage because you 
haven't showered in a fucking week so stop complaining and just get in the damn shower!" Dave responded back 
with a bark. James was used to Dave acting like a freak before a show. He thought the band needed to both 
play and look the best they could. Extra pressure was put on James now because he was the new appointed 


frontman. 


James just tried to ignore that fact and sheepishly stepped into the shower, and Lars followed. When he looked 
back at his shower partner, he had to look back the way he was originally facing to prevent himself from 
cringing harder than he already was. "Did you not hear Dave? You were supposed to keep your damn 


underwear onl" James said, voice laced with both shock and slight disgust. 


"Well he won't stop yelling so just turn the shower on!" Lars said. James was too slow, and Lars leaned forward 
quickly. It sent James into the wall where he was pinned with his bandmate pressed against him, trying to 
adjust the water temperature. 


"Dude, your dick is on my leg!" James said in a sickened voice. He wasn't keen on people touching him when he 
didn't want to be touched. Because of that, this made him more uncomfortable than he's ever felt. 


He only saw Lars shrug, then back up and begin rubbing himself down with what was left of the small bar of 
soap. James just looked in the corner and whined in torture. "Don't rub your dick with that, dude, | have to use 
it later." He wailed. 


He thought that he'd at least get something out of his cowering in the corner, so he picked up the bottle of 
shampoo he bought to use at Dave's house and began washing his hair, still trying to keep distance between 


himself and his naked shower partner. 


"Why are you pressing yourself into the corner? Just come out and stop being a fuckin’ dweeb." Lars said 
carelessly, washing his hair as well. He was met with indecipherable loud mumbling from James, so he ignored 


what he said and just continued with his washing. 


After they got out, it was a continuous fight of James hip-bumping Lars away from the sink so he'd be able 
to spit while brushing, and Lars doing the same so he'd be able to see himself as he did his hair. 


By the time they were ready to leave, the two of them were like fighting toddlers who didn't want to be 
around each other. It was probably a site to see for Dave and Cliff. 


James snapped back to reality quickly, then washed his hair and body quick when he heard Lars screech. When 
he ran out, he saw Lars on the ground, rolling around and crying. "Fuck, fuck fuck!" He yelled with excruciating 


pain evident in his cries. 


James crouched down by Lars and brought him onto his back. Right before he was about to ask him why he 
was in pain, Lars began coughing as hard as James did when he first got sick. James then saw Lars's arm and 
saw that his wrist was broken, out of place, and bent unnaturally. He almost gagged. But this, of course, didn't 
stop him from doing everything he could to get his friend to the nearest hospital. 


By the time they got back, Kirk and Jason were waiting in the suite, not knowing all of what had happened. They 
both looked shocked to see Lars walk in with a black cast and an equally as sick and miserable face as James. 
Kirk sighed, knowing the stress Lars put on himself to take care of James had made him succumb to the 


same illness James had only a few days prior. 


"You know, sometimes | think you worry about him too much..You don't even think about your own health first 


before you question his. H's a wonder that he hasn't found out yet." Kirk whispered to Lars, staring at James 


as he walked down the hall. 


Lars shook his head, then sat down next to Kirk and looked down at his lap with his eyes closed. His eyes 
watered at the sight of light since they were so sensitive. "I don't even remember how | broke my wrist.. 


think | slipped and fell, but I'm so exhausted right now that my mind is just blanking." He mumbled. 


Kirk exchanged a quick look with Jason, then stood up and brought Lars with him. "You should honestly get into 
that room James is staying in..You completely blacked it out, then you won't be in so much pain" He said with 
legitimate concern in his thought. Lars struggled against Kirk's tugging, and pulled away suddenly only to run to 


his room and close the door. 


Kirk came to the door and tried opening it only to find that it was locked. "Lars, let me in, dammit. We need to 
talk about James for a second" He said in an irritated voice. He already wasn't having fun knowing that James 


was sick, but it gave his germaphobia extra fear once he knew Lars was sick as well. 


The door cracked open and finally opened fully when Lars had a few moments of thinking. He had changed out 
of his jeans and instead stood now in a pair of James's stolen sweatpants and a baggy sweatshirt he borrowed 


from Jason. 


"Okay, tell me what's up with you and James. You are trying your absolute fucking hardest to avoid him even 
though you were fine with him a few days ago." Kirk said. Lars knew that he had no way of lying to Kirk 
without repercussion. Kirk didn't like people lying to him, plus Lars had a feeling that he already knew. He had no 
other choice but to tell him. 


Kirk rolled his eyes and opened the door, pushing Lars out of it and down the hall James resided in 


"Oh, man up, dude. He was sick and had no clue what he was saying. Now you need him and he needs you just 
as bad. Plus, I'm sure you'd like someone to bring you comfort while you're sick and he's perfect for that job" 
He said confidently as he opened the door and shoved Lars in 


Almost immediately his eyes stopped watering and he felt at peace with himself in the dark room. James was 
trying to relax down into his bed, feeling worse than before but trying to ignore the pain the illness brought 
on. Suddenly, his want for relaxation was interrupted by Lars's pleading and whimpering cries. "James..Can | 
sleep with you?" Lars asked in the same voice he used whenever he needed to convict James to do something 


for him. 


James agreed to letting Lars sleep with him almost unhealthily fast, as if he was waiting for the man to ask 
before and the moment that he did finally came up. Lars climbed into bed next to James after taking the 
sweatshirt off and was immediately taken up into a tight hug by his bigger, sick friend. 


"Why did you avoid me today?" James asked Lars sleepily, chin resting on his head. Lars thought it best to just 


shake his head and not answer than to give his secret out to someone who could either make or break his 


heart. He knew he was probably right in his decision, as well. It was a good thing that he didn't answer 
anyways, as James ended up falling asleep right after he asked his question 


Lars stayed awake for a few moments more, playing with and twirling a lock of James's hair around his finger 
very gently and slowly in boredom. He didn't feel uncomfortable falling asleep just yet until he felt James pull 
him even closer in a tight, warm embrace. That was when he felt safe enough to close his eyes, and soon 


after drifted off to sleep next to his sick, unrequited lover. 


The last thought that reached into his mind was a small, quick muse that stayed there until he woke up a few 
long hours later. 


"Does he know? Does he love me back?" 


New Realizations 
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When Lars woke up the day after, he looked down and saw James clinging to his arm with his large body 
wrapped around him. He rubbed the sleep from his eyes, then brought his hand to his friend's head and began 


smoothing his hair down. 


At the point of illness James was at, he was starting to both feel better and worse at the same time. He 


needed to be taken care of still. But Lars didn't mind. 


Slowly, he slipped down in James's overtaking grip and felt the man tuck into a tighter ball with his arm still in 
the middle of the grip. 


When Lars looked to the clock, panic set in and he began shaking James violently to wake him. He had made an 


agreement with Bob to be at the studio every day at 10:00 sharp. 
It was 12:00. 


He shook James harder and harder until the tired and sick man woke up and looked around with tired and 


squinted eyes. "Why'd you wake me up..?" He mumbled with a sleepy slur. 


"Come on, James, we gotta get going. We're 2 hours past the time we were supposed to be to the studio and 
Bob's gonna be fuckin’ pissed." The Dane rasped out in panic. James only groaned. 


Lars truly felt as if he were taking care of a little child. It took him 20 minutes to convince James to even get 
dressed, though he only put on sweatpants and his robe. 


"Are you starting to feel better? Like, is your throat starting to feel better, | mean?" Lars asked James. As 


he was about to speak, Lars cursed loudly at someone who cut him off on the freeway. 


James nodded and even laughed a little when Lars leaned out his open window and began screaming something 


in Danish at another bad driver. 


"Yeah, | suppose. | still sound like shit though." James chuckled in his weak voice, trying to speak over the 
coughing fit the driver was having. "Question for you now..Are you okay?" 


Lars shook his head and slouched in the driver's seat, then sighed exasperatingly when the traffic jam had 
slowed to a complete halt. He felt relieved for once when they finally pulled into the studio's parking lot. 


Out of utter instinct, Lars walked to James immediately as if there were a magnetic attraction, and clutched 
his hand tightly. When Kirk came outside to greet them, Lars shied away and left James to greeting him for 
both of them. 


"What's wrong now, Lars?" James whispered to the smaller, sick man as they walked through the halls of the 
quiet, big building, looking for the elevator to the floor their studio was on. 


Lars shrugged, then hugged his arms to his body. "You got me sick and | feel awful." He mumbled. After a few 
more minutes of their searching, he stopped dead in his tracks and looked around frantically, then ran from 


James quickly. 


James didn't have time to respond, and instead just watched the man sprint down the hallway and into a 
doorway near the other end, which he recognized as being the bathroom. He sighed softly and began slowly 


walking towards it to retrieve his friend. 


Meanwhile, in the bathroom, Lars was slouched over a toilet in a stall, heaving into it with the taste of 
sickness in his mouth. He closed his eyes and tried distracting himself from vomiting, then launched himself 
into a memory to distract him further. 


"This is just gonna happen every day from now on, ain't it?" James mumbled in a drunken slur as he tried to 
stuff his hand under his cast to scratch it. Lars's curls fell from his hand and his bangs fell as well as the 


older man tried scratching under his cast, where Lars's locks had fallen in and began tickling his hand. 


Lars nodded and lifted his sickly pale face from the toilet bowl, eyes forming into the shape of a glare as he 
looked on at James. He looked over to the shower curtain, then wiped his face with it and opened it. "I can 


barely fucken’ move. Put me in the shower." He grunted, waving like and madman, 


James had only been looking away for a few seconds before his eyes returned to Lars and saw him trying to 
take his pants off. He began pulling upwards on the man's skinny jeans, trying to keep them up. "Dude, hold on, 
damn.." he slurred. 


Lars ignored the tugging and his friend and got his pants off anyways, along with his underwear, then stood up 
and stumbled slightly before he stood straight again. "| need some clothes." He murmured, stumbling like a 
madman into the hotel room. 


As soon as the door closed, James knew Lars had turned the corner. Kirk yelled in disgust first, followed by a 
slightly discomforted, ugly noise from Cliff. "Dude, you're fuckin’ stupid, there's a kid in the fuckin’ building 


across from us." James heard Kirk yell. 


A few curses and sounds were heard until the metallic sound of the curtain rings sliding across the bar 
became evident to James and Lars was shoved back into the bathroom with only a pair of socks and his 


underwear covering his front half. 


He grinned widely, and James could feel his face get hot. He already knew what Lars was going to ask from 
him. "So help me, God, | already took a fucking shower so if you even ask." He started. Lars grabbed ahold of 
James's collar and began pulling on the shirt, watching as it slid off with ease. 


Lars laughed, making it obvious he was impaired. "You look fuckin’ stupid with that tan." He said, looking James's 
tan lines up and down. James's face turned bright red in embarrassment and he glared at Lars. 


"At least I'm not a fuckin..god damn fuckin..uh..a..A snowman!" James yelled, insult delayed. Lars flipped him off, 
then walked from the bathroom only to return with a few whiskey bottles. 


"Get in" Lars said mischeviously. 


When Lars was returned to reality again, James had his hair pulled back into a ponytail, passing the time of 
the man's puking by twirling his brown hair around his finger and watching, mesmerized as it twirled off his 
finger and the waves joined the rest of the ponytail. Lars slammed his hand down on the toilet paper roll, then 
unrolled it and wiped his face with it. After that, he fell back against the wall like James had and leaned his 
head back against the wall and his shoulder. 


James, meanwhile, let the ponytail go and slipped his arm around Lars's shoulder, leaning his head onto the 


younger man's. "How much pain are you in?" He asked softly. 


"All of it, how's that focken' work as an answer?" He replied, snarling angrily as he sniffled and wiped his nose. 


He sighed and bowed his head, then shook it slowly when he realized how rude he just was. 


They sat in silence for a long moment until James stood and pulled Lars with him, and rested his robe upon his 


shoulders. 


As they walked out of the bathroom, Lars began falling asleep as he took each step. James went to pick him 
up, but Lars shoved his side into James's and kept walking. "I don't need help." He grumbled as he opened the 
door to the studio and immediately plopped himself onto the couch. 


In only a matter of minutes, Lars was asleep on the couch, nose red from constant rubbing and chest red 


from the blood rushing to it. 


Kirk slowly kicked a bucket beside the couch, inspected the set up, then backed away to sit next to Bob again 


as he was before. James twirled around in his chair and rested his cheek on his hand. "Wonder what he 


dreams about." He said with a sigh. 


"Probably fish or a new drumset, or maybe the Queen of Denmark" Jason joked. Kirk and Bob laughed, while 
James sat silent, getting lost in the sickly features of the small man's face. 


James sat across from Lars in the bathtub, tilted to the side slightly to adjust to the placement of the 
faucet. "Fuckin’..shitty ass fuckin’ faucet." He grunted, body squished between the faucet and the wall 


Lars grinned and rested back, letting his legs uncross and rest on James's thighs. "Dude, your rum is getting 
water in it" He said with a slightly cracked voice, an awful and weird laugh escaping his lips as he did. 


James jumped and whipped his hand with the bottle close to him so the bottle opening wasn't in the line of the 
drips slowly falling from the shower head. He sighed, looked at the bottle, then drank a few big gulps from it 
before putting it on the floor outside of the tub and picking at a band-aid on his finger. 


Lars slid further down until he was chin deep and his hair floated on the surface of the water in gentle waves. 


James gave him a weird look before raising his brow. "You look like a chick." He said, mumbling. 


Lars grumbled. "Yeah, but | have a dick so l'm not a chick" He said, pointing through the suds to his crotch. 
James only laughed a cackle. 


"With how small it is, you might as well be a chick" He laughed. He wheezed loudly when he was kicked in the 


rib by Lars. "Don't break me more, Jesus!" He added in his pain 


Lars ignored him, then began piling the suds towards him and gently putting them onto his face. He plopped a 
big pile of suds onto James's hair, and watched as the man reached for his bottle of rum. 


Then, the door was whipped open 


Lars woke up in a panic and choked for a quick moment, before grabbing the bucket, leaning over it, and 
throwing up after falling off the couch. James quickly ran from his seat to his knees to pull the man's hair 
back, and Jason turned his stool in the recording room while he played so he didn't have to be interrupted by 
the gruesome sight. 


James felt Lars press his side into his body and he sighed as he rested his chin on the middle of his 
shoulders, ignoring the sound of Lars's sickness and instead thinking of when he was okay in the beginning of 


the month. 


Once Lars's sickness had passed, James slowly wrapped his arm over Lars's back and pulled him tightly to his 
body. "Kirk, | think he needs to go home..Can you come with?" James rasped to Kirk, looking back at the man 
with sad eyes. 


Kirk nodded, then stood and went to pick Lars up until James swooped him up instead. This meant he had to 
carry the bucket, which disgusted him. He stopped for a moment to dump it in one of the toilets in the 
bathroom and rinse it out, then immediately rejoined James and Lars. 


Kirk saw Lars's red and burning-up face buried in James's neck, the bottom half of his face being covered by 
the man's shoulder and the other side of his face being covered by the man's hair. He couldn't help but give a 
small smile out. 


They got into the car, Lars resting in the back seat and Kirk sitting shotgun. "James, there's something that 
Lars has been wanting you to see since you two met: Kirk said softly when they were on the freeway to the 


hotel. 


James raised his eyebrow and glanced at Kirk. "What do you mean by that? Is it a physical-type thing?" He 
asked his friend, half paying attention to his words and half paying attention to driving. 


| mean.lt can be. Its more of a feeling." Kirk hinted, trying to get James to understand. He looked over to him 


and, lo and behold, saw that he still didn't understand what Kirk was trying to say. 


After a few more minutes of trying to get James to guess, he got frustrated, checked to see if Lars was 
asleep, then slammed his hand down on James's shoulder. "James, Lars loves you. That's what I've been trying 
to fucking say, he loves you." He said with a bored voice. 


James, in shock, pulled over onto one of the side roads and relaxed into his seat, zoning out so he could 
process Kirk's words. "He..Hold on.He loves me? How long has he loved me?" He said, shock now setting in full 


force. 


"He told me he's loved you since the first time he saw you. Dude, that was eleven years ago. Eleven years of 


unrequited love because you were clueless!" Kirk said, blowing up at James. 


James looked back at the sleeping man, then reached back and stroked his hand down his long brown locks. "l 
should have known.." James said with a soft voice. 


Later on, when they got to the hotel, Kirk helped James bring Lars into the suite and they lay in bed together. 
When James felt that it was time he fell asleep, he took one long look of Lars's features, then gently kissed his 


forehead. "Goodnight, love." He whispered, then turned onto his other side, away from Lars. 


Lars was awake, and after he heard James, he smiled widely and ran his fingers over where he had kissed. 


